NIGHT

And Queenie's name being shouted for everybody to hear!
It had not been her fault. This kind of thing was in-
separable from her life. And then the pistol shot! Why,
the police might have broken in and arrested everybody
in the place. That they had not done so was, indeed, a
miracle of luck. No, never again! What an escape!
Still, in one way the row had been a good thing. It had
given him the courage to tell Queenie that he could not
go on like this. And she had been very sweet about it.
She had understood how impossible it was for him to set
her up in an apartment of her own. What a mercy she
had this passion to go to England!

The facade of the Grand Hotel du Monde rose before
him bone-grey in the false dawn. The night porter's
sleepy lack of surprise when he let him in was reassuring.
He went upstairs with more confidence in his ability to
carry off his tale. And after all it was a more plausible
tale now, because he was back two or three hours earlier
than he had expected to be.

While he was moving about quietly in the dressing*
room he heard Gedrgie and saw the light flashed on.

"Who's that?"

He came to the door and apologized for waking her.

"You?"

" Yes, of course, who did you think it was ? I decided
I wouldn't stay the night with the Davenports after all,
and then I had two punctures on the way back and was
a deuce of a time with the second one."

" Oh, that's enough," she interrupted. " You needn't
elaborate your lie."

He was taken aback. It had never really struck him
that Georgie might not believe his tale.
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